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the old man reeling backward till he fell 
against his bunk. But Phineas wasn't frighten- 
ed. "Beat me! Kill mel" he yelled through 
bleeding Hps. "I'll still never tell you side- 
winders a blamed thing!" 

The outlaws seemed to sense they had come 
Up against a tough customer. Still, it shouldn't 
be hard to find his hidden treasure. They look- 
ed around the room. It was simply furnished. 
Nothing fancy! Like the home of an old man, 
living alone. There was a bunk against the 
wall. There was a clothes chest. One chair 
and one table and on the table an old oil lamp. 
A fireplace, with crane and kettle. Both -of 
them noted a brick in the fireplace that seemed 
loose. Above the fireplace there was a mantel 
and on it, a row of old. rather dilapidated 
books. No tug on the wood floor, but two 
boards were sawed, as if there might be a hole 
underneath. The other room was hardly more 
than a lean-to. It was the kitchen. In it were 
cans of food, a coffee pot, a frying pan, the sim- 
plest and most rudimentary cooking utensils. 

One of the robbers laughed, a mean, dirty 
laugh. "Old man, you can talk or not. We'll 
find your greenbacks. Only thing is, i£ you 
talk, you'll make it easy on yourself." 

"Never!" grunted old Phineas. 

Postmaster-Storekeeper Jake noticed the let- 
ter on the floor. He spoke to Bobby, his de- 
livery boy. "Here's that letter old Phineas got 
tuday. It's near closing time. Let's take it out 
and deliver it to the old codger." 

"Sure," said Bobby. He didn't see that there 
was any rush but he was obedient. A good boy. 

They found Phineas' house a shambles. Phi- 
neas lay silent on the floor, his eyes closed. 
The mattress from his bunk was torn and rip- 
ped. Loose bricks had been moved from the 
fireplace. His clothes chest was opened and 
clothes strewn and scattered. Pots and pans 
from the kitchen lay strewn about. 

"Is he . . .? Is he . . .?" Bobby was wide-eyed. 

"Nope, not dead. Jest knocked out!" 

"Somebody robbed him!" exclaimed Bobby. 

"Jest only tried to!" said Jake, dryly. 
"Didn't succeed. Outlaws are usually awful 



"We better go after 'em!" cried Bobby. 

keeper-postmaster confidently. "You go out 
and whack our hosses. Send 'em kitin'l Then 
sneak back in here and we'll both lie lo* and 

Bobby didn't understand it, but he did as he 
was told. When he had come back in, Jake 
silently handed him a pistol and they both 
flattened themselves against the wall, beside 

Then they heard hoof beats. And footsteps. 
The door swung inward, shielding them for a 
moment. Two men entered. 

Jake nudged Bobby, at the sarr.e time saying, 
"All right, you lowdown cayuses. You're 
covered. Up with the mitts!" 

The storekeeper held the gun while Bobby 
tied the men hand and foot. Meanwhile a groan 
came from Phineas. Then the old man sat up, 
blinking his eyes. "What in tarnation are you 
doing here. Jake?" he growled. "I didn't invite 
you for a tea party." 

"Why, I'm. just protecting your life and 
property, you old. mangy, prairie dog," re- 
sponded Jake. "You ain't got sense enough to 
do it yourself. It's lucky for you these here 
hombres hit you on that rock head of yours. 
You've been asleep!" 

LATER Jake and Bobby were riding away 
from Phineas Griggins' house. Each had 
a book in his hand. Bobby was grumbling. "We 
saved his fortune for him. And what does he 
give us? A book apiece!" 

Jake chuckled. "Bobby." he iaid. "sometimes 
I think you are dumb enough to be an outlaw 
yourself. Of course, you're young. You might 

bers take the money afore we got there?" 

"Because they couldn't find it." 

"That's right. And they didn't find the money 
because they didn't know Phineas didn't 
know how to read! Look inside your book!" 

Bobby flipped open the old book and nearly 
fell off his horse. Neatly pasted to the pages, 
like photos in a photo album, were greenbacks. 
Bobby was speechless with amazement. 

Jake chuckled again. "If 1 were you, Bobby, 
I'd use that money to get an education. You'll 
find there's often quite a heap of treasure in 

THE END 
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